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The Femalc Bathing Suit First Appears, September 17, 1816.

ARE WOMEN PEOPLE?
By Alice Duer Miller

AGREAT advance has bern made by
ihe BUffragiata of America.

A Preaident of ?he United
States ha* addrcssrd them-

Without comparing them to Hotten-

tota.

The women are grateful to Mr. Wilson

for his courtesy, as well as for his prom-
isc to help in their battle.

They will be proud to fight with him.

Not too proud.
Juat proud enough.

Vft they cannot but recall the recent

worda of a prominent Democratic can-

didate, who said in accepting the nomi¬
nation for high office:

"They (the people of the United
States) are not in the habit of rejecting
those who have actually served them
lor those who are making doubtful and

conjectural promiaea."
In this coaaacUon we are in a posi¬

tion to state deftnitely that women are

people.

It was notod that while Preaidenl
Wilson recommended the suftragists to

await the attainment of their end with
patience, ho announeed himself as im-

patient of diacussion concerning tho

practical methodi by which this end
could he reached.

If the suggestion of Mr. Heflin, now

several years old, that every man who
believed in woman luffrage should wear

a dress. should he carried out, what nov-

elty would now- be introduced into the
Presidential campaign!

Suppoee this had happened last week
in the suffrage convention:
"The delegate has sweethreads for

brains when she makes such a charge,
shouted Mrs. X. of Blank. . . .

.Mrs. Y, as she finished reading the dis¬

patch, leaped toward the middle aisle,
overturning Delegate W as she did so.

and rushod toward Mrs. X. * * *

Would it not prove that wonr-n were

too emotional to vote?

But as it. or something similar, too'.

place only in the United States Sonat-'.

it is not considered to provi anything
al all.

As was obeerved by Portia, "I would

rather teach twenty what were good to

be done than be one of the twenty to

foll-OW mv own teachings."

"Impatience is a fault,*' said she,
"And you may Iive to say,

'Oh, how I wiah I had the votea
That once I threw away!'"

"When the people of a state." ex-

claima "The NewYorkWorld," in an im-

paaaioned editorial against the Federal
Amendment, "are no longer able to say
who shall vote and who shall not vote in
their local election, they might as well
shut up shop and throw their state gov
ernment into the scrap-heap."

Hut the objeet of the Federal
Amendnnent la to allow the people of a

state to vote.

If, that ia, women are people.

A eonaervative writer in "The Even¬
ing Post" counta among the doubtful
states in the coming eampaign the foi
lowing woman sulfrage states: Arizona
Montana. Nevada and Wyoming. Some
people add California and Colorado to
i h is liat.

According to tigures iaaued by the

Congressional Union I.eader the follow¬
ing percentagee would have changed the
result of the vote in the elections of
1912, in each of these states:
Arizona .7.2 Montana.3.4
California . . .0.01 Novada.5.0
Colorado.7.8 Wyoming.0.9

It seems as if a little work on either
side would go a long way.

"You are too pretty to be fined, but
the next homely woman that comes be¬
fore me for the same offence will have
to suffer," said Justice Duyster. of Glen
Cove, IN". J., aceording to "The New
York World," the other day.
We wonder how tho next homely

woman will view the indirect influence
as a complete system of protection.

And. by the way, wo wonder also
why, if home is really woman's most

alluring sphere. the good old adjective
made from that throno and shrine
BhouM have come to have so unpleasing
i. meaning.

There was a story current in the con¬

vention that the last time the anti-suf-
fragists opened a shop in Atlantic City
they sublet one without troubling to
take down tho sign of the former ten-

ant. which road: ORIKNTAI. MY8-
TERIES.
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t'ontinurd from nrtt tolumt of thit paat

Is it not much more important to have \n.(i
in this time than to Iive thr.iujrh it?

Shall I in peace browse once more in anclent
folios, toil up stone staircaso-, by lamplifh,
still vainly seek to win your love, 0 far-off
friend?
Could I submit again to all the old bondajre

of conventions after Life's \alucs have betr.
so completely altered? Should I he able to do
without the scent of the noiat aoil which riaej
from these hills and mountaina. And could t
rose. plucked in a well-ordered city ga^
cver be to me what the coral-red mountain uh
tree is, which shimmers in the lijrht above oe
dug-out?

I have seen pictures which were more wov
derful than the gold-framed onea in the ftt,.
galleries.

I have seen heroes die. disappcaring proudly
and without a murmur into Um great N'irvana.

[ have seen brooks as red with blood as
those which flow down from tho hills of Car-
rara are white with the duflt of the marblt
quarrics.
The fcarful beauty of war.'hat I haveieen

in overpowering pieture.-. painted in sunset
reds and pigments of fire.

Airmen. like beautiful, magic birds out of
Arabian take, circling in thfl .ther and th?n
suddenly falling. stricken ly ¦ that from ao

anti-aircraft gun.
Zeppelins gliding darkly thr Ofl blue sum¬

mer nights, as dignitied ar.d atatoty as amba*
sadors from another world.
How could I, after all this. racoref my tasu

foi tho tamer pictures of peace? Perhaps 1
should see only the dust on the old folio coveri

and my memories would always be more allur-
ingto me than all the pOMibilitk -"f the future.

Therefore do not grieve for nn- if somedir,
sooner or later, your lctters to ma come &aci
marked undeliverable.

It would have he.-n seemly f< r ] ot to ne*.

if I had fallen in tho first tn t_a__tf
period. But not now, when long "tionthi have
passed and hecatombs of btroea have perishei.
An unexamplcd sacrifice of human lives! But
now that the sacrifice has become limitless,
the individual can no longer demaDa, anythinj
for himself.
We, who have lived for a \ear on Death's

threshold, fear him not. He [a to us no stranre,
fearful figure. He ia ¦ famil ar neijrhbor.
4\ho stands before another's do aad any hour
may stand heforc ours. And tra fttat him with
our eyes when we are tirel ind worn with
never ceasing battles:

..Tome! Vou do not frlghten u We are as

itrong as you are."
I have three booka in my knapoadt..Homer,

the New Testament ami "i

A little legacy for you, if l depart, As in

the "Ode of Propertius," which in my M_Ml>
days I translated into rhymrd vam* on

iasmine-scented BUnmei I I ;'n'' moor

ombankment at home:
"Drei Biicher nehm' ich mit rOB dteeef Effc
Die b-h der bleichen Kora -verde."

But no! What would the hea'hen gorlden
do with my New Testanv

Rather I shall wntp my nan 8 ll thi volumei,
honored friend. and if BOmel n '¦ B tm your

fingers through the patr- «¦___.

that my weary eyco liavi '".nr lines

in the "uncounted nlghta trhi ''¦ ¦ jrk

was over. the thunder MMi ni the

dead were buried.
But do not wish me back!
Vou and the other- iha 'V'iat th*

future hrings, when the dom< ''.* "*

towers in spbndor over the G-l .-.when
the fruits so dearly paid I t I W Ot

shall gladly 'treteh our war ;rrhs in

the fresh turned earth. W >' our

well-earned sleep, free from ca. '-r nktO>
ings. For we press onwari 4ictlon
that God leada our people forward with his

pillar of fire.
And if at the last morrrr- . I rushes

in our eara it BOUnda to ua I ''re "

the wings of the Eagle ot VI ry. *"« ?!r'lIe'

proud that we, too. in thi- ..ma of

sacrifice are permitted to >' m."*
of our existenre Into the braz-¦. ¦ *¦¦

the fate of the world is '¦. "i>
r...:..._ __... »ia._Ma*i> . of the

mountain ash into my dugout. M
burnad out If it arara 'tUr'at!
>ay what my unready lipa ha*. ,--'1-*-
at aayiag -how murh I love jroo I nd <Af*X
soul, so dear, so uaattainable. Bul tha **¦*

drops already on my hand. I BMial ..alt untl1
another morninp sun arises.

THE KID AT THE MOVltt
/_f_|UT, Mama. whv d.

Ij ..rrin«,? Aml wh>
*.*"**.^ that way '.'"
Replu inandihle. > .

"Well! who are the men ia " bl,e

And why is the rowl.oy eJiaail g
(Replp) guiuiuy atranyth.)
"Is there a chao-ehoo car -***

Mama? I like th? choo-choo p

(Reyiu ahori and otaayyy.)
"WHV isn't there, Mama?"
(Repiu krief uud nneatiafacti
"Yes, they COOld, Mama. Thi

to the track Bad lot the 0- ". yUm*'
look! What made the BUtO_abih I '^ Wfi
down in the water?" .

(Replk evaeive and i**chn*d te i' tketehyf
"Rut. Mama, where is the lady ifl -ht" °'

mill? I>id the big rats eat ha r up".' CaaM »
really swim like that. Mama?"

tReply in*whar*mt.)
'But I alon't understand. Whj

ma". with the oarrinj**s kil'. hw. Maiu.i' WeaBn
his knife sharp enouj'h?"

r Reply apyoreuthj imMieaaalaJ
"Hut does she alwiys es.-ape, M.i" y

they arar gaiag tO kill her?"
[ Ki-ITiiRUI NOTI: There »re two **&***?

this. Karly mi'vies. it end* around 9 a'eMU
l.atr nnnies, aboat 11.]


